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Accident Report
by Alicia Wisener

On Sunday afternoon, December 29,
1974, Bob Bliss, John Gale and
myself arrived at the Guadalupe
mountains for a week or two of
caving. We started up Three Mile
Hill about 3:00 PM in cool clear
weather and almost immediately
encountered a 4WD Scout careening
down the steep narrow portion of
the base of the hill. He squeezed
in beside our small Toyota pickup
and the frantic driver told us that
a man had fallen into a mine shaft
and they didn't know whether he
was dead or alive. So saying goodby, he took off for the ranger
station and we tried to get our
pickup on up the hill so rescue
vehicles could get through. Our
first thoughts were for Wayne
Walker, an Aggie who was already
up at the top with some other Salt
Lake City cavers. Unfortunately,
our pickup was experiencing grave
difficulties in getting up the
hill. We finally got it up to a
wide spot where we pulled over
just as the Scout came roaring
bac k up the hill. The driver was
almost in tears, but he told us
that the rangers had been contacted but had to come ov e r seventy
miles from Carlsbad. We got him
calmed down a little and told him
that we had vertical equipment
and did he have any rope? He said
no, didn't we? By this time we
had found out that the man in the
mine was his buddy a nd th e ir wives
we re still up at th e mine. This
mea nt that Wayne was okay and a lso
that he had over 400 feet of club
goldline at the camp at the top.
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We told the scout driver this and
Bod, our first-aid kit, a blanket,
and the vertical gear and caving
gear took off up the hill. John
and I were to try to get the Toy ot a
on up the hill and meet them at
the top. Well, we managed to get
about halfway to Dark Canyon Lookout before the pickup refused to
go any farther. We were lucky
enough to die at another wide spot
so we pulled out my caving packs
and John's and started walking. I
was concerned about the two wive s
at the mine all alone. It took
about twenty minutes for us to ge t
to the first fork. We had no ide a
where the mine was. There were
wheel tracks in both forks, so we
yelled but got no answer. A minu te
later we heard an engine just up
the hill and the Scout came
hauling into sight. He stopped, we

piled in, and took the right
fork. The driver was still frantic
but he had himself under control.
His name was Harley Temple and h~
his wife Cathy, and George and
Judy Wood had been out four wheel
driving in the Guad's when they
found themselves at the mine
called Queen of the Guads. The
entrance is a large bowl shaped
de pression which has about a 10
foot diameter pit which descends
some 40 - 50 feet to a large
l e dge then plunges another 200
f eet. There is a large tree trunk
wedge d in the entrance. At the
f ork of the tree there were railroad ties with a metal ladder
c hained to them. George had
de cided to climb down the ladder
a nd while Harley lay on the
mas sive tree trunk, George had
s t a rted down. At about 2:30PM
th e ladder broke just below the
c hains, Harley lunged forward and

caught the top rung and we found
out later that he pulled out the
top rung completely. There was no
answer to Harley's calls so he
climbed back out and raced the
mile up to Black Canyon Lookout
Ranger Station where he kicked
out the locked door and sent out
a Mayday on the radio there, but
he received no answer (later we
found out that he had been picked
up by a ham operator and the ranger at the base of the mountain).
Fifteen minutes and 4.3 mileslater he was kicking down the Ranger's door and this time included
the minute or two he stopped to
tell us. The ranger contacted
rescue operations in Carlsbad, 70
miles off.
We arrived at the mine about
three-thirty and while I rigged the
rope and Bob got rigged in, John
got the blanket and first-aid kit
ready to go. Bod descended about
3:40. George had been yelling
from time to time. The wives were
scared but in remarkable control
of themselves especially Judy Wood.
She told us that he was complaining of extreme cold and had landed
on rocks on his back at the ledge.
He had rolled all the way to the
edge of the 200 foot pit and
stopped with one arm hanging over
the edge.
Bob hadn't been down more than
five minutes when it was obvious
George's mental outlook was
improving. His voice was stronger
and louder and his outlook became
almost jovial. He yelled up that
he wanted a color TV and generator
and followed this with demands for
iced tea and beer. Harley, Cathy,
and Judy got calmer then so the
six of us built a fire to keep
ourselves warm.
In the next two hours, we spoke
to Bob and George who were in
great spirits. Loud laughs floated
out of the pit from time to time.
Judy told me that a while after
Harley left George had yelled
feebly and said he was in great
pain and his ba c k was hurting. He
also complained of severe abdominal cramps. A few minutes later
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though he reported that he had
crawled away from the edge of the
200 foot shaft and could she tie
a steel cable at the top to the
Scout and pull him out because he
thought he could hold on. She told
him Harley took the Scout to get
help. Then he told her to tie the
cable to a tree and he'd try to
climb out, to which she reported
that if he tried that she'd just
meet him halfway. We arrived soon
after.
About 5:45 four vehicles
appeared on the ridge and
at 6:00 PM arrived with blankets,
rope, a Stokes litter, and the
news that they now had to wait for
Perry Denton and his rescue squad
because he had his own way of
doing things. They finally arrived
about 6:45 PM and it soon became
obvious that John and myself
would be most appreciated at a
distance. Judy, meanwhile , kept
asking me why it was taking them
.so long.
It was 7:30 before the
Stokes litter was properly rigged.
Meanwhile our goldline was hauled
out to mutters of 'clothesline'
and comments as to what type of
knot was that ? (bowline on a coil)
I kept reassuring Judy that the
Stokes took a while to rig but
once rigged it took only seconds
to be pulled out. (It only took
90 seconds to pull Angeline
Palmer out of the Devils Sinkholel
Meanwhile a paramedic rapelled
down to get George into the stokes
lit~er and another stationed himself at the tree to guide the
Stokes through. It didn't take
seconds to pull up the Stokes, but
about ten to fifteen minutes and
required backing off on the rope
and taking new bites on the Gibbs
four times. George Wood was pulled
up in pretty good spirits and
transported down the mountains by
4WD . He was admitted to the
Carlsbad Hospital where it was
found that he had suffered
compression fractures of two
vertebra and bruises. He was
released three days later.
ANALYSIS: The whole thing could
have been prevented if George and
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Harley had not trusted the untested ladder. They have both learned
their lesson though, I believe
and when we saw them the next
Friday both expressed interest in
getting into organized caving and
learning safety techniques.
The arrival of the three of us
probably saved George from a good
case of hypothermic shock and its
remotely possible from death.
It seemed that the three and
four hours for the arrival of
the ranger and then the rescue
squad was extremely long but
Carlsbad is seventy miles away
with the last five miles over
steep and rough roads. The attitud
of the Rescu e Squad toward the
three of us kind of rankled us,
but who is to say that we would
not have the same attitude. (At
one point, one of the girls in
the rescue squad told me that th ey
would pull Bob out after they got
George on his way, and seemed
shocked when I told her that he
had his Gibbs rig on and could
climb out himself in nothing flat)
I did not know anything about
how long it should take to rig a
Stokes litter and then to pull it
out, but it se e med pretty length y
business to me. I cussed myself
continually because I didn't know
a darned thing about rigging the
Stokes during the 45 minutes
between the arrival of the Stoke s
and the arrival of the Rescue
Squad.
Finally, I think that Judy Wo od
is about the calmest,most collec t ed female I have ever seen. Her
courage after her husband came
to probably helped keep him calm
and during the whole time I was
there she lost control only once,
and then only briefly, while the
Sheriff was talking to her about
the details. Also. Harley Temple
was surprisingly calm for a man
in his predicament and once we got
there he was a pillar of streng t h
for the two wives.

KICK BACK

JACOB'S WELL

Editor, TEXAS CAVER

_ Q

Nice looking January issue.
Especially enjoyed Oakley's
article. Best of all, this issue
came at the FIRST of the month
and that is something that does
not happen very often. Can you do
i t again?
Carl Kunath

I
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Dear James,
I just got the January issue of
the Caver and it looks pretty good
There was only one thing I noticed
though. The picture of the Circled
Helictite was printed up-side down.
Dale Pate
Dear Sir;
In r e sponse to "Jacob's Well"
I would like to offer the
following:
l.) Jacob's Well as of Feb. 1974,
was, and to my knowledge still is,
closed to all, except those
certified divers who can show a
present membership of either a
statewide or national scuba club,
2.) There is a security guard on
the property insuring no one
enters without permission,
3.) The other two owners of surrounding land are very hostile,
4.) The owner mentioned in the
article also owns two noteworthy
caves and lastly,
5.) I present a map from my Hays
County files which I claim to be
no more accurate than Frank Jasek
but drafted by Thomas Bordelona visitor to the cave 10 to 15
times.
Greg Passmore

I

125
entrance
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HELOTES HILL TOP CAVE
by James Jasek
For those not familiar with
Helotes, Texas, it is a smalltown
located a few miles north of San
Antonio. There are many caves in
this area. Most of them are small,
but worthy of the time spent to
explore them. Helotes Hill Top
Cave is just one of these small
caves, but unlike some of the
others presents a little more of a
challenge as a good amount of
climbing is needed to enter the
cave.
The cave is located near the
top of the first hill on the left
side of the road as you turn on
the Scenic Loop from Helotes. The
very small entrance makes this one
of the most difficult caves to
find. It was not unusual to spend
about an hour walking the hill
until one of us yelled to the
others - "over here". There is a
small out-crop of limestone with
an 18 inch hole in the center of
it which made up the entrance.
The opening dropped almost 18 feet
to a small room just large enough
for two people. The entrance drop
was tight, but there were plenty
of foot holds that made climbing
down fairly easy. The small room
was centered over the second drop
that lead to the rest of the cave.
The drop was a long narrow
crevice that dropped anywhere from
30'to 60'depending where you decided to stop. Since the crevice
was only about five feet wide, we
were able to chimney down to the
first level thirty feet down. A
hand line was usually used to
guide us down and prevent any
accidents from happening. The
first one down had the most difficulty as he had to climb down in
darkness making it hard to find
footholds . Once the first man
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was down, his carbide lamp lit up
the crevice enough that the other
cavers were able to easily find
the footholds.
The bottom was
actually a high ledge. Fro~ this
ledge, it was easy to climb down
the rest of the way to the pas~
sages that lead to the rest of the
cave. The main passages run both
north and south, with the south
part of the cave consisting ofthe
most interesting passages. The
north passage never got more than
a few feet wide and finally end ed
in a one foot high crawl. The
largest room in the cave was
below the north passage and could
be entered from a twenty foot dr op
or by a low easy crawl below th e
entranc e drop. The map shows th e
dimensions of the lower room, bu t
the one thing it fails to show
was the apparent lack of stabili ty
in the ceiling. It always looked
like the ceiling was about to fa l l
at any moment.
This was also th e
deepest part of the cave as it
was 60 feet below the surface.
The passage leading south mad e
up the rest of the cave. After
winding through the narrow crevi ce
passage, the first wide spot, or
room, contained two domes. We
climbed up high enough in each
dome to make sure there were no
passages leading off. They were
about thirty feet high and 6 to 8
feet in diameter. From here the
ceiling dipped down to four feet
making duck walking nece ssary f or
some 50 feet before opening up i n
another large spot. There were
some formations in this area th at
consisted mostly of sharp coral
that made crawling difficult. Th e
other formations went unnoticed
in my memory due to the agony o f
the crawling.

afternoon in a rain that changed to sleet
and then to show as we reached the top.
Wayne Walker was awaiting us at the top
and while we pitched tents in th e snowstorm his two fri e nds from Salt La ke City
decided they better go on and start since
they had to get home by Janu a r y 1 a nd
didn't fancy ge tting snowed in. Wayne
took them down in hi s pickup and then
brought the rest of our stuff up.
We got things fixed up into a halfway decent campsite the next day and th en
did Cottonwood Cave. Wayne and John did
Wonderland but Bob and I decided that one
of the chimneys en route was beyond our
capabilities. Next year maybe.

GUADALUPE MOUNTAIN CAVES
December 28 - January 9, 1975
Bob Bliss, John Gale, Alicia Wisener,(and
later) Gary Caldwell, John Tim Cowder,
Dave Cullen, Maryanne Herzig, Phil Janks,
Brian McCall, and Mary Lee McCollough.
Reported by: Alicia Wisener
Bob, John and I left 1:00 AM Sunday
morning and got to Carlsbad, New Mexico
about 10:00 AM in beautiful sunshiney
weather. We bought some stuff we had
forgotten and proceeded on to the Guads.
We got there about 2:00 PM and promptly
got stuck in the mud from the 6" snow of
four days before. After a short time we
started up Three Mile Hill which has a
tendency to be narrow, steep and rough.
A Scout came roaring down, squeezed up
beside us, and the frantic driver told
us a man had fallen down a mine shaft and
they were afraid he was dead. He took off
again heading for the Ranger Station. At
any note, we spent the rest of the afternoon in a cave rescue which lasted well
into the night.
The poor Toyota pickup never made it
to the top. The gas jets were set for
sea level and 6000 feet was asking a
little much. We slept at the bottom
Sunday night and backpacked up Monday
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On Wednesday we met two Las Cruces
cavers who showed us where McCollum's
Cave was and then we did Three Fingers.
The cave is reached by about a twe nty
foot chimney and then an eighty foot
rappell. The cave is well decorated an d
there is an abundance of helictites an d
also some dogtooth spar, the first I'd
ever seen in a cave. We walked back in a
snowstorm that left three inches of col d
white stuff on the ground.
On Thursday, Bob, John, and I went
down the mountain to uns tick th e truck
(again). We worked for four hours, man a g~
to get the chains on, but could not ge t
the thing out for anything. We walked
back up the hill pretty despondently
carrying twent y five pounds of water
(three lousy gallons). We got back and
Wayne told us that he and Mike had been
to Big Door and Sentinel that day whic h
we missed in order to get the truck
unstuck.
On Friday Wayne and the three of us
took off for Carlsbad. We dug out the
frozen mud from around the stuck pickup ,
jacked it up, crammed rocks, branches,
and dirt under the wheels and got it ou t
on the third try. We drove on into
Carlsbad, ate and ate, bought some
Coleman fuel, then went to a warm wonderful hot mote l room, showered, washed a nd
finally found George Wood, who we pull ed
out of the mine last Sunday. We visited
with them for a couple of hours and we nt
back to the motel and s lept.
The entire Saturday was sp e nt at
Carlsbad Caverns, and by that e vening we
were all back at camp in the Gua ds.
Sunday was spent hauling gear up the hi ll
to camp and looking at the sights.

Monday, we got back to caving again.
He walked over to Hidden Cave and rappelled in the drop entrance. We did the
lowe r portion first where I freaked
out over the perfectly flat mud
f loo r. This has to be the easiest walking
to be found in any cave of the area. The
fonnations are mostly dead but they are
big. We climbed around for a couple of
hours and then went back up the rope to
the upp e r level. It is much like the
lower level with its ~lat mud floor and
large formations . The second entrance
to th e cave is gated. This entrance is
now di ff icult to use as last Thanksgiving
someone blasted the gate leaving large
bou lders pre cariously balanced that you
mus t climb under.
Tu es day, John and I went to McCollums
Cave while the others we nt to get water.
I t was about a 65 foot rapp e ll with only
two dome d rooms a nd took us only about
te n minut es to see the entire cave .
On We dnesday it was time to head for
home , s o John and I loaded up our back
packs a nd s t a rted down the hill . We
ca rried 55 and 45 pounds each and it took
us four hours of tortuous walkin g to
ma ke it to the truck.

GRUTA DEL PRECIPICIO
No vemb e r 27 - 31, 1974
Eoh Bliss , David Cullen, John Gale, Chris
l!entzen, Brian McCall, Gary Owens , Neil
Pr oc te r, Doug Symank, Cathy Walker, Wayne
Wa lker, Alicia Wisener

:Report e d by: Alicia Wisener
Three cars left Te xas A&M Wednesday
fo r a Thanksgiving trip to the Bustamante
a rea. Our car had the most hair (beards,
mustaches, and length) so we tried
dressing up just a little (slacks,pantsuits , etc.) and got absolutely NO hassle
at the bord er . Fred Pascal drove~n just
as we finished and commented that we
l ooked like rich hippies rather than
c&vers. We escorted each other on to
Bustamante where the rest of the Aggies
arrived at 1:00 AM, 4:00 AM, and 7:00 AM
r espectively.
We all got up about 10:00 and got
packed up for the hike up to Precipicio.
Fred and De De Paschal, Amador Canto and
two others with them accompanied us up.

We started up about noon in lovely
weather and reached the cave from about
4:00 PM to about 6:00 PM depending on the
physical conditions of those involved.
Amador and Tom took off to do the
cave while the rest of us tried to get a
little sleep. I couldn't sleep because I
was so excited, so I drug John and Doug
into the cave about 8:00 PM and Fred and
Chris joined us. We did the drops, hiked
up the breakdown and marveled at the size
of the formations. The formations at the
back of Precipicio and the view from the
Precipice make the hike up seem a small
price to pay. In all of the sixteen who
hiked up, only three felt too fagged out
to do the drops. Everyone was off the
ropes by 8:00 AM the next morning and
about half of us started down v7hile t h e
others slept a little more.
We all went into Bustamente when we
got down and had supper at the hotel. It
got rather chilly that night but everyone was too drunk and/or tired to notice.
On Saturday, we drove out to the
Indian pictographs in the desert beyond
the canyon. In the true tradition of von
Daniken we found one pictograph that
looked exactly like a flying saucer.
Our car left that afternoon and hit
long waiting lines at Nuevo Laredo. After
two hours of snails pace, we got off on a
side street and cut in line about two
miles closer to the border. We got to
the border four hours after arriving at
Nuevo Laredo. Of course, we had to
unload everything and the car was searched. Twenty-four hours, one flat, one
busted gas tank, and minus the car we
arrived at Texas A&M.

BEXAR COUNTY AREA
November 3, 1974
Doug Maitlin, Tom Iliffe, Jim Clark,
George ?, and Greg Passmore
Reported by: Greg Passmore
Saturday afternoon three Galveston
cavers (Tom, Jim & George) called me at
home about going caving Sunday. Valdina
Farms Sinkhole was determined to be an
excellent choice and to meet at nine
o'clock Sunday morning where Doug and I
always meet. Lady Luck left town and we
were stuck with the ever increasing
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possibility of thundershowers. Considering this, the group as a whole decided
it a wise choice to go to a well known
cave only several miles north of San
Antonio. Once at the edge of the property
we promptly proceeded to get lost in the
fields. By pure accident, Doug fell into
a hole. This hole was dubbed Betch-yacan't find it cave (as a matter of fact
we weren't even sure if we could find
our cars again).
This cave was definitely not the previous cave we were looking for but for
lack of anything better while being lost
it would simply have to do. Our pessimism
slowed our reflexes in entering.
The entrance room was quite nice but
those beer cans signified it's non-virginity. However, at the first and only
tight spot, a mass of rubble prevented
further penetration. Torn and Jim excavated the hole and grunted their way into
a snug room with a pit at one end. I went
in the room and we rigged a cable ladder.
At the botton was a room with another
drop, but this one being a mere five
feet leading into the belly - scratcher
room, named so because of the sharp
breakdown lining. Doug now leading
crawled into a large but low room with
three dry stream beds, heavily eroded.
They reached another room and pit and
hailed us to join them. Torn and I now
also peering into the newly found pit
watched Doug climb down into another
room and (you guessed it) another pit.
At . this point we all noticed the presence of stale air. At the bottom of the
next pit the air was very stale and of
poor breathing potential. Doug and Torn
now descended the pit (called suffocation
sink) with the sounds of breathlessness.
At the bottom were three blind crawls,
and the two retracted with great effort.
At this point the air appeared so foul
that when Torn, who was sitting quite
normally, got up and walked ten feet, he
was quickly gasping for air. Therefore,
all other stream passages were left
unchecked until another trip. The headaches appeared on all but one on the way
back out and the long guesses to the
road. After again becoming lost we wound
up on a road some mile or so away from
the cars. At this point it might be
mentioned that the cave was relocated by
Doug two weeks later signifying that the
cave location is known. The cave appears
44

promising because of the outflowing air
currents, and several unchecked passages,
The cave had 95% humidity, 75 degrees,
no mud, no water, no formations, five
raccoons, one possum, three cave crickets
and one toad.
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July 7, 1974
Steve Fleming, Keith Heuss, Sylvia Hurd,
Stan Moerbe, Katie Monahan, Dale Pate
Reported by: Dale Pate
On July 7, 1974, a group consisting
of Steve Fleming, Keith Heuss, Sylvia
Hurd, Stan Moerbe, Katie Mohahan, and
myself drove up to a ranch house located
just south of Comstock in Val Verde Co.
The mexican foreman came out to greet us
and to see what we wanted. We explained
our purpose of looking for caves and also
explain e d that we knew of one cave on his
l and that we would like to visit. He
didn't know of that one cave but he took
us to another close to the ranch house.
The foreman told us that it was usually a
sn ake de n and departed. Keith and Steve
dec ided -to hike down the creek and look
fo r the cave that we thought was in the
are a. They found it but we didn't have a
chance to enter it. That left Katie,
Sylvia, Stan, and myself to explore and
map the new cave the foreman had showed

us.Stan entered first and scouting around
he managed to turn up one small rattler.
The snake crawled out of sight and we
quickly found that the cave ended in fill,
so we started mapping. The cave turned
out to be 150 feet long. We gave it the
name Cow Creek Rattlesnake Cave.
We drove back to the ranch house to
let the foreman know that we were out
and he volunteered to take us to another
cave that was about ten miles from the
ranch. The entrance was small and it had
a couple of large rocks covering it.
After moving them, Stan, Katie, Sylvia,
and I entered to explore and map the
cave. It turned out to be 120 feet long
or longer with several small leads.
Keith and Steve stayed outside and talked
to the foreman. After a brief discussion
as to what to name the cave we decided
on Scramble Cave because of the brief
scramble one of us made when he came face
to face to a green and orange colored
snake.
After thanking the foreman, we left
the ranch. We had accomplished more than
we had hoped for. We had located the
cave we were looking for and more
importantly we had found two new caves.

SCRAMBLE CAVE
Val Verde County, Texas

CEILING HEIGHTS IN FEET

BRUNTON

AND TAPE SURVEY

JULY 7, 1974
Sylvia Hurd, Katie Monahan, Stan
Moerbe, Dole Pate
DRAFTED : JANUARY 9, 1975
by Dole Pate
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O.K., BUT BEFORE I DIRECT YOU OUT, WOULD YOU
MIND TELLING ME HOW YOU GOT IN THERE??
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The finest in lightweight camping gear:
Backpacks, Boots, Tents, Down
Clothing & Sleeping Bags, Racing
Bikes, Ski Gear, Canoes, Kayaks
(sales & rental). Pack up.
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